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SOME OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


“A WHOLESOME publication.”— Zhe Tribune. 





“A CHARMING sheet.”— Washington Republic. 





“ Lire deserves a long life.” — Zroy ‘Times. 





“THe first number is full of artistic and literary prom- 
ise."—WV. Y. World. 





“ Its illustrations and subject matter are admirable.” 
—Rochester Union and Advertiser. 





“THE papers and the public are wishing Lire a long 
lease of its name.”—Daily Graphic. 





“THE contents are cheery, satirical and full of les- 
sons for snobs.” —Brooklyn Daily Times. 





“It is nicely printed and the illustrations are superb- 
ly executed.” —Cincinnati Sat. Night. 





“Tr has that refinement so conspicuously absent from 
many periodicals of a like nature.”—A/bany Argus. 





“Irs humor, gentle and refined, is intended for the 
drawing room and club, rather than for the hustings.” 
— The Critic. 





“ THE engravings are beautifully printed. The gen- 
eral press-work and paper are also notably fine.” —Bu/- 
falo Express. 





“Tr is distinguished for the excellence of the draw- 
ing of the illustrations, and for the right tone of refine- 
ment in the wit.”—Boston Transcript. 





“Irs fun is of the sort which appeals to an educated 
taste, and its illustrations are clever without bordering 
upon vulgarity. The title page is a particularly happy 
hit.” — Syracuse Herald. 





“ WE find nothing amateurish about the newcomer ; it 
seems to have been born grown up; it is workmanlike 
in every part. Itis fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial 
and satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty thou- 
sand readers in this town.” — Zhe Sun. 


66 9% ( Subscriptions, $5.00 per year. 
Single Copies, ro cents. 


Address, 


Clubs, Six Subscriptions, $25.00- 


“THE latest addition to our E. C.’s is the illustrated, 
brightly written and handsome looking paper called 
Lire. Three numbers have already appeared, and we 
see no reason why one a week should not be looked upon 
as indispensable for many a year to come, to lovers of 
refined, light and airy literature.” —Puck. 





“Irs typographical execution is excellent, and its 
list of contributors contains many prominent names. 
* ° * Some readers may regret that it doesn’t 
give enough for the money—ro cents a copy—but they 
should remember that ‘ valuable goods come in small 
parcels.’ ”’—Vorristown Herald. 





“The new comic paper, Lirr, has been successfully 
launched on the world, and if the first number be a cri- 
terion, it is bound to enjoy a long life and a merry one. 
The illustrations are very good, the fun pointed, and its 
typogiaphical appearance is all that could be asked.” — 
Boston Evening Star. 





“ Lire is the title of a humorous weekly, well illus- 
trated and daintily printed, which appeared in New 
York, Jan. 4, at ten cents a number. - 

It is filled with humor of a much higher quality than 
usual, and it is well flavored with Attic salt. 

* Tt ought to become the leading paper of its 
class. We will not call it the American Punch, but 
rather a rival of what Punch was in the long ago. 
There is room for such a paper at the top, and LIFE is 
competent to fill that place.” —Lowell Vox Populi. 


“A NEw weekly paper made its appearance on Thurs- 
day, and started well on a prospective course of fun 
and philosophy. It is pretty and bright in appear- 
ance, of convenient size and neat shape, well and clear- 
ly printed, and adorned with cuts which are so far 
ahead of those in other publications of its sort that 
they seem works of high art. In verse, comment on 
current affairs, wit and theatrical and social matters, it 
gives promise of unusual brilliancy and cleverness.”— 
Mail and Express. 
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HERE were a number of things strewed upon the 
floor—Malaga grapes, almonds, an orange or two, 
and divers champagne corks and bits of bread, not to 
speak of Dr. Percival Green and Augustus Wall, of 
Wall St. These gentlemen, stirred by a spirit of neat- 
ness, had discontinued the discussion of their dessert, 
in order that the floor might be wiped up. Each was 
willing to perform that office, but they deferred as to 
the details. Dr. Green thought that a fit instrument 
for him to use for such a purpose was Augustus Wall, 
of Wall St., whereas the broker believed that not 
with a new broom could he sweep cleaner than with 
Green, M. D. 

The result was a Greeco-Roman dispute, which was 
conducted with vigor enough to merit the exclusive at- 
tention of all present. Robert Budge, ranchman, of 
Boston, gave his mind to it—now encouraging the 
‘combatants, now straightening a leg or freeing a coat 
collar from a dangerous grip. A feebler interest was 
shown by Jasper Banks, journalist, of the Morning 
Goad, and David Hammet, Esq., of the Equitable 
Building. These gentlemen held themselves ready 
to preserve the peace if necessary and to see fair play. 

But at the other end of the room, remote from the 
conflict, an Elderly Gentleman sat, talking to Mr. Law- 
rence Gobelin. 

“There is nothing else in the world,” 
“nothing else that compares with it.” 

“ Nothing ?” echoed Mr. Gobelin. 

“Nothing! It is the only thing in life that it really 
pays to get ; it is the only thing that is ‘filling at the 
price;’ the one thing that satisfies ; the one thing a 
wise man tries for.” 

“ At the price !” exclaimed Mr. Gobelin, “ Why sir, 
love is not to be bought. It may be beyond price ; it may 
be worthless, but it is certainly not in the market.” 

“True,” said the Elderly Gentleman, as he knocked 
the ashes from his cigar. “In one sense you cannot 





he said, 


buy it for whatever price you may pay. You have no 
certain assurance that the article will be delivered ; but 








you cannot get it without paying for it. You cannot 
get anything worth having that I know of without pay- 
for it in some way. But you can easily pay for love and 
not get it. That is as common as the measles.” And 
the elderly gentleman smiled. “When I say pay for 
it, I don’t mean pay in money. Of course there is no 
market where capital can be directly invested in love. 
Nor is it among the quotations that reel off from the 
‘ticker.’ Nevertheless, the happiness that comes from 
love must be earned. You must get tired before your 
rest can give you pleasure ;, you must go hungry if you 
wish to enjoy being filled ; and in like manner you 
must have cared long and exclusively for yourself and 
grown excessively tired of yourself in so doing, before 
you can fully appreciate the immense luxury of letting 
yourself go, and caring for other people.” 

At this juncture a convulsive movement of un- 
usual violence by the wrestlers sent them rolling 
under the end of the table, and directly the clatter 
of breaking glass stopped the conversation and brought 
the talkers to the interesting end of the room. See- 
ing that the broker’s good right arm had come through 
his coat sleeve, from the shoulder down, and that Dr. 
Green’s shirt studs and necktie had swollen the sum of 
the débris already on the floor, Mr. Gobelin expressed 
strong disapproval of the proceedings. 

“Why don’t you separate those men,” he cried, 
preparing to take his hands out of his pockets. 

Mr. Budge, whom he addressed, had already sus- 
tained noticeable damage to his apparel in the effort to 
do just that very thing. 

“Why don’t you climb down and help,” he retorted, 
indignantly. By a combined effort of the spectators, 
the combatants were induced to leave the floor unswept, 
and their raiment being in some degree rearranged 
seats at the table were resumed, and coffee ordered to 
be brought in. 

“In my opinion,” said Mr. Gobelin, taking up the 
thread of the conversation, the central point from 
which radiate all human pleasure is the human 
stomach. “ No instrument of which I have knowledge 
is capable of more exquisite harmonies than that organ. 
When I am asked, or when I ask myself, ‘ Is life worth 
living?’ I preface my reply with the inquiry, ‘My 
friend ; what can you digest?’ And yet, sir,” turning 
to the Elderly Gentleman, “you say that the mental va- 
garies produced by the passion of love are more tran- 
scendently ecstatic than any other emotions whatever !” 

The Elderly Gentleman bowed affirmatively and sip- 
ped his coffee. 

“You never got your verdict from a jury in a will 
case,” said David Hammett. 

“You never freed your mind in printer’s ink and 
went home justified,” said the journalist. 





THE SPENT ARROW. 
A VALENTINE.’ 


DAN Cupid, on a summer’s day, 
Stretched a new bow-string taut, 

And whistling gaily on his way 
Inviting targets sought. 

The roses died in sweet despair, 
Crushed by his chubby feet, 

Until the hot and swooning air 
Was filled with perfume sweet. 





Full careless seemed his beaming eye, 
But ever as he strayed, 
Did little stinging missiles fly 
At ev’ry man and maid, 
Till high in air in wanton mirth 
He sped his final dart, 
And as it, falling, sought the earth, 
It chanced to pierce my heart. 








MUSIC. 
The cultured wealth of haughty Cincinnati 
Results from garnered porkers, tall and fatty. 
Z MORAL. 
“ONS. CE: 7 Lf gs Beneath the rule of men entirely great, 
¥ The PEN is mightier than the sword. 
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LANGUAGE of the Flowers.—You 





be blowed. 
OUR ANGLOMANIAC, No. 2. —— 
Why does he carry a hunting crop in the Park? Dr. TALMAGE appears to think that 
BECAUSE IN ENGLAND THEY CARRY HUNTING CROPS IN THE COUN- one of his kind is quite enough for 
TRY TO OPEN GATES. Brooklyn. And so do we. 





“You never rode after hounds on Long Island,” 
said a young man who was familiarly known as Anise- 
seed Smith, though Mr. Ennis Sydney Smith was the 
name on his card. 

“ You never watched the ticker when your stock was 
going up,” said the broker. 

“You never ,”’ began Mr. Budge, and _hesitat- 
ed. “There was that Baltimore girl two summers 
ago. Maybe he’s right !”"he sighed and was silent. 

“All these things,” said the’ elderly gentleman, 
“make you tired. Love rests you. They are all 
means to an end; not one of them is an end in itself. 
We eat that we may live, and live cheerfully. We watch 
the ticker, and we address the jury that we may make 
money and live comfortably. And if we are blessed 
with a long purse and a short neck, perhaps we ride 
after hounds, and get fame and an appetite and live 
contentedly. All these things are in the play, and we 
do them because we must live. But love is not a means 
of living. Itisanend. We live that we may love, 
and fir.d life satisfactory. And there is no other satis- 
factory reason for living. 

“Here are the petits verres. Let us drink to St. 
Valentine, the patron of lovers.” 


Mig 
Wj, 
NY: 4G Oy 
ye ly 








PERHAPS the sweetest hour in the existence of a 
young, ambitious, and underpaid journalist is that Hearing complaints that letter-carriers have no uniform over- 
when he succeeds in getting into the papera paragraph coat, and are not allowed, even in severe weather, to wear the top- 
which will make an esteemed contemporary assert that coat of civil life, our artist has designed a costume, which, if 
his editor-in-chief is a perjurer and a thief, and prove protection from the weather is not essential, would be, he thinks, fit 
it, too. and effective for St. Valentine's Day. 
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A LOCAL APPLICATION. 


Angelica Bellevue : 
Augustus Bellettre : 
Angelica Bellevue: 
HAVE A COUSIN IN SYRACUSE. 


,AND DO YOU LOOK SO MUCH LIKE YOUR BROTHER? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS LOOKED NOT MORE LIKE DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. 
I BEG YOUR PARDON, WHAT IS THE NAME OF YOUR FRIEND 


IN SYRACUSE? I 








JUSTICE TO KEELEY. 


T is claimed by the critics of the Keeley Motor that it wil] not 

mote. This opinion, however just as regards the present 

price of its shares, is unfair toward the possible future of this be- 
wildering application of an unknown chemico-dynamic force. 

Scoffers predicted that Fulton would never get farther than the 
42d Street Ferry with the ‘‘ Clermont.” 

So great an authority as Chaucer said of Edward III.’s cannon, 
‘It is all very well as a laboratory experiment, but in practice 
the safest place is in front of this machine, as it is bound to give 
way between the trunnions and the cascabel, and to knock the 
excelsior out of the gunners.’ 

Look also at the obstacles met by Archimides in the introduc- 
tion of his wheel. Ptolemy said caustically that a great deal 
more water was likely to get into the stock of the company than 
the wheel could ever pump out. Conon sarcastically said that 
he would like to see the books before he believed in an honest 
dividend. 

General Washington openly stated his belief that Congress 
could not be run by gas alone. Alexander Hamilton based his 
whole theory of a representative government on a legislature 
which represented the people. 

Popular belief, even when fortified by the opinions of eminent 
men, is no criterion of truth. 

Had the Dutch who originally colonized Manhattan Island 
been told that within less than three centuries the verdant land- 





scape about them would be undermined by a gigantic, restless, 
hidden force, capable of hurling men, vehicles, Belgian pave- 
ment and creosoted lamp-black into the air, they would have 
smiled with contemptuous incredulity at the silly tale of the 
power of a steam-heating company and a gang of explosive im- 
ported aldermen. 

Let the consideration of these ideas teach us humility in our 
convictions. 

Perhaps the Keeley Motor may yet mote sweetly 
midst. 

As it seems to havea terrific explosive force pent up within it, 
we go so far as to suggest that it might be liberal to Keeley, and 
perhaps beneficial to ourselves, to give free use of our streets for 
experiments. If the Motor should explode upwards, the tele- 
graph wires would prevent the fall even of one sparrow—if the 
sparrows should keep above the electric labyrinth, and if the ex- 
plosion should be downward it might haply blow the steam-heat- 
ing pipes to a non-hazardous remoteness. A lateral explosion 
might, however, create much damage unless a safety-jacket of 
live aldermen and politicians were placed about the generator. 
This generation might thus ‘‘ be greatly blessed and made cheer- 
ful” by a mere accident. 


in our 


Tawa Koto 
ABSORBING A STATE, 
MASSACHUSETTS takes away forty-five acres from Rhode 
Island by the adoption of the new boundary line.—Zx. 











A WEDDING is sometimes the funeral of ambition. 


ONE way to give a man “a chance to rise in the 
world.”—Knock him down. 





LET us not try to comprehend Women or Eternity ; 
but if we are determined to ponder on the one or on 
the other, and still retain our reason, then let us give 
Eternity the preference. 








“Lire 


THE MACAULAYFLOWER PAPERS. 


A History oF Our Own TIMEs. 


CHAPTER IV. 


‘THE unusual access of virtue attained by ConcREss 

in the passage of the Civil Service Reform Bill, 
was followed by its natural result of nervous prostra- 
tion and general debility. So lofty a conscience could 
not be used every day, without a wear and tear fatal to 
the delicate constitution of the politician of the period. 
In many, this extraordinary strain of backbone brought 
on a spinal complaint. ‘There was a reaction of sad- 
ness. They felt that they had been positively too vir- 
tuous to be happy. 

So, for several succeeding weeks, Congress did noth- 
ing in particular—and did it very ill. A spasmodic 
effort, backed by the galvanic impulse of a waiting peo- 
ple, was made to modify the tariff ; but there were two 
smelting-furnaces in Pennsylvania which could not 
produce iron under $22 a ton (owing to the fact that 
there was no ore in their vicinity), and it was felt that 
it would be highly unjust to these furnaces to suffer 
any one else to manufacture iron for less. In the 
course of this debate there wasa painful scene between 
Senators MorcAn and Dawes; the Senator from 
Alabama asserting that “the paps of dear old New 
England were dry and exhausted,” and the Senator 
from Massachusetts, naturally resenting any imputa- 
tion upon the abilities of his native State as a wet- 
nurse. The House of Representatives toyed idly with 
the American Navy; but even this great subject, 
though offering a vast field for the imagination, failed 
to arouse it from its gloom. Alone Mr. HoLman, of 
Indiana, showed some spirit. Convinced that the 
most hostile power would never be desirous of invad- 
ing Indiana, he saw no need fora navy atall. The 
moral force, the grandeur of fifty million industrious, 
intelligent and happy people, was (he said) a power 
infinitely above the splendid and costly tinsel of na- 
vies. But of this, anon. Mr. RoosEvELT, in his History 
of the Naval War of 1912, has well described the 
bloody conflict which took place off Blackwell’s Island, 
between the Spanish ram Huvascar and the moral force 
of fifty million intelligent and happy people. 

On January 25, Mr. Robinson, of the Empire State, 
rose to remove a little pyzemia from the beak of the 
American Eagle. His client was the “ letter-writing 
class”’ which he called “an ass between two burdens,” 
and their grievance the three-cent stamp. “Zhen 
fugaces anni,” he said, “high postage is immoral. JI 
demand the penny postage in the name of American man- 
hood. he poor but honest swain has to incur the risk 
of a seventy-five thousand dollar breach of promise suit, 
and commit his sentiments to the public post-card. Why 
compel our mothers and daughters to lay open the secrets 
of their hearts to every prurient eye? Why put a three- 
cent tax upon epistolary proposals, when Jay Gould's 
editorials and the organs of fashionable snobbery are car- 
ried for one? The vilest stuff that pollutes our mails 




















ts not so deleterious to our national vitality as the trea- 
sonable trumpetings of monarchy and snobbery with which 
some of these leading papers are filled, for whose circu- 
lation we tax the intellect of our country.* The repre- 
sentations of monarchy at this capital have been sending 
some of them home to show their leanings toward des- 
potism.’’t 
The next day Congress gave itself over to the con- 
templation of cinerary urns. The occasion was the 
departure of Senator HILt to that other and better 
world where, as the St. Louis editor remarked, all these 
things shall be made clear, and we shall shoot straighter. 
Senator INGALLS of Kansas made an_ instructive 
speech in blank verse, showing the limits of a Senator’s 
omniscience. We select this, as being original, from 
the common-place book of cribbed poetry spouted on 
the occasion : 
‘* BEN HILL 

Has gone unto the undiscovered country. 

Whether his journey thither was but one step— 

Across a frontier imperceptible; 

Or an interminable ocean, black, 

Unfluctuating, voiceless, stretch between 

These coasts, and that invisible, 

We do not know 
CuHorus (Congress) :—Vo ; we haven’t any notion, any notion. 





“ Whether, 
That August morning after death, he saw 
In unimaginable splendor a sun rise, 
More glorious, above celestial skies, 
Or his unconscious apathetic ashes sleep, 
In senseless, still oblivion, and obstruction cold, 
We do not know i 
Cuorus (Congress) :—Wo ; we haven’t any notion. 





‘* Whether 
His strong and subtle energies found instant exercise 
in another forum ; or 
His dexterous and disciplined faculties do now contend. 
In a higher senate than ours for supremacy ; 
Or his palestric powers, with parting breath, 
Were dissipated and dispersed ia 





PRESIDENT :—The question is on the adoption of 
the resolutions presented by the gentleman from Geor- 
gia. All those in favor—aye? Adjourned. 


“PEOPLE should provide for a Rainy Day,” philo- 
sophically remarked the thoughtful club man, as he 
walked off with another member’s umbrella. 


Ir is to be hoped the politician who is accused of 
being ankle deep in the mire of corruption, isn’t stand- 
ing on his head meanwhile. 








* i.e.—The N. Y. Herald, edited by an habitué of the salons 
of the British aristocracy. Mr. Robinson exaggerates when he 
says that the Hera/d taxed the intellect of the people.—T. B. M. 


+ The member from New York here referred to the Wation, a 
paper which then sought to curb the simple sports of a free peo- 
ple. Barring this kindly prejudice against homicide, the Vation 


was a good paper, and Unitarians still dispute whether it was, in 
truth, inspired by the Divine Omniscience, or only thought so.— 
T. 3.m. 
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TARQUINIUS AND THE POPPIES. 


TARQUINIUS Superbus, being desirous of taking and 
plundering a certain town, was about to lay siege to it, 
when he was waited upon by one of his partisans within 
the walls, who asked in what manner he could aid him. 
Tarquin for a reply led his visitor into the garden 
and with his cane struck off the heads of the tallest 
poppies there, accompanying the action with a haughty 
wink. The visitor instantly hastened to the capital 
where the Legislature was in session, and obtaining the 
necessary amendments to the charter, had the heads of 
all the obnoxious municipal officials taken off, and so 
secured for his patron the spoils of the town without 
incurring the expense and public scandal of a siege and 
sack, 


WIsHING to have the unbiased opin- 
_ . lon of a disinterested expert upon 
,\) the tobacco habit, we called upon 
2 Mr. Levi Samuels. Before Mr. Sam- 
uels’ door there is acolored wooden 
//) image, life size, of an Indian mai- 
3) den. Owing to the formation of 
“Mr. Samuels’ nose he cannot turn it 
> up, even if he wishes, but the great- 
est contempt was expressed in every other feature as 
he informed us that smoking could not hurt a baby un- 
less carried to excess. 
“ And what do you call excess, Mr. Samuels?” 
“Well, smoking all the time.” 








Pope adapted (to the latitude of Wilkesbarre, Pa.)— 
“ All are but parts of one stupendous hole.” 














TO CUPID. 
RONDEAU. 






UPID, tell me how to twine 
Words like roses in a line, 








Fit my lady’s eyes to greet, 
For her red lips to repeat 


That her heart may fathom mine. 





How to make each sentence shine— 
Love with modest speech combine— 








How to set her heart a-beat— 
Cupid, tell me ! 


Tell me, may I dare to sign 
All the love and fancies fine— 








All the thoughts and secrets sweet, 
That I lay before her feet ? 


Does she love her Valentine ? 






Cupid, tell me! 















































FEBRUARY 14th, 1883. 
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NOT FOR JONATHAN. 


OUTGROWN THAT PROTECTION SUIT TARIFF MADE YOU 


A GREAT FELLOW LIKE YOU OUGHT TO SHIFT FOR HIMSELF. 


Sam to American Industry: Wat! 


Oncle 
DON’T COME TO ME FOR MORE CLOTHES. 
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BALLADE OF BLAME, 


M ITRED and sainted and sung; 
Posthumous martyrdom thine; 
Is there a change yet unrung, 
Is there unwritten a line, 
Aught to restore or refine, 
Aught to refurbish and brush, 
On this, thy day, Valentine, 
Sanctus of sandals and slush ? 


Saint, if the muse had a tongue 
True in its audible sign 

Unto her troublesome lung, 
Unto her asthma—and mine, 

Would you, immortal recline, 
Drunk with a nectar of gush? 

Say, would you canonized shine, 
Sanctus of sandals and slush ? 


Cupidon’s bow is unstrung, 
Sopped with rain-water—divine 
Venus, her votaries ’mong, 
Shivers and shakes at her shrine. 
Chill is each Paphian spine, 
Tipped is each nose with a flush; 
For thee a snow-wreath we twine, 
Sanctus of sandals and slush. 


L’Envol. 


Bishops, your bench is benign, 
Cleric abuses ye crush, 
Straightway unfrock this malign 


Sanctus of sandals and slush. < 





A. E. W. 


THE London Quarterly Review asserts that “‘ Mr. Henry James 
has done scant justice to his countrywomen.” 

That ‘‘ there are Americans proud of their own descent from 
the old stock, who would be inclined to receive with much more 
coldness the credentials of Mr. James’s ‘ race.’” 

That ‘‘ every situation in ‘The American’ is impossible,” and 
‘* the plot is simply chaotic.” 

That ‘‘ From beginning to end there is not a single incident 
in ‘ The Portrait of a Lady,’” and ‘‘If an earthquake swallowed 
up all the characters in the middle of the second volume, the 
reader would oniy be tempted to thank the fates for a good 
deliverance.” 

That “ Imaginative literature in America had passed through a 
long and respectable life before the Boston Mutual Admiration 
Society was even heard of,” and that 

“If the American novel has reached its highest perfection in 
the works proceeding from that band of brothers, Americans will 
turn with joy from the prophets of realism to the old-fashioned 
novelists; and even in the last resort to Thackeray and Dickens, 

Is the London Quarterly right in its surmises? YES, IT IS 
BLIND RIGHT! 





SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS. 


] T was the ranchman to himself regret- 
fully that said, 

The while he took his pensive way to lodg- 
ing and to bed: 

“ Alas, that not to me severe necessity 
allows 

To linger here, but makes me punch far 
Colorado’s cows ! 


There was a time when sanguine youth, 
with urban pleasures cloyed, 

Peopled the West with vague delights, 
that still might be enjoyed ; 

And bade me for a hut forsake my dinner 
and my club, 

And for a cowboy’s slang exchange the 
culture of the stub. 


Ah me! I hate those long-haired kine ; 
I'd like to linger here 

And with the boys consume my wine, and 
gossip o’er my beer. 





who fiery mustangs straddle, 
They’d think, with me, that muttons 
make the most alluring saddle. 


Yet, should I stay, old age 
that creeps with expedi- 
tious zeal 

On men whose greatest joy 
is in their thrice-receiving 
meal, 

Would find me with lack 
lustre eye and ruby-tinted 
nose, 

Condemned to bear the 
weight of years in alder- 
manic clothes. 


Ah! why is gruesome all 
that’s good, and noxious 
aJl that’s gay? 

Why must to-morrow track 
so close the heels of poor 
to-day ? : 

Oh ! Why did Eve the apple eat, and Adam, stupid oaf— 

Partaking too, condemn his sons, at best, to half a loaf ? 





If men knew how ¢heiy members ache 
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THE BRAND NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 
L. 


T is told of William 
the Boss, who ruled 
New York of old, that 
he was wont to wander 
about the city, dis- 
guised as a man of 
fashion, to learn the 
condition of his peo- 
ple and to hear their 
comments on his gov- 
ernment. On one 
occasion, the story 
runs, he fell into the 
hands of a ‘‘ Drexel” 
of the time; but es- 
caped with his life and 
his purse. 

Next morning the 
inmates of the club- 
house into which he had been entrapped were summoned to his 
presence. When they recognized the potentate they threw them- 
selves upon their faces. The great man looked at them with the in- 
scrutable smile that gave his countenance so mysterious a beauty. 

‘* Unhappy men,’ said he, ‘‘ you have suffered me to be treated 

with disrespect. But I forget not that you took me for a gentle- 

man, and perchance you acted like true men according to your 
lights. Your fate lies with me. Before pronouncing upon it, 

I would fain know your stories. Let the proprietor of the club- 

house speak first.” 

The whole company trembled with apprehension, as a swarthy 
man, of severe countenance, arose, and bowed, and spoke: 


‘ The Story of the Indian Chiropodist. 


All-powerful-man, he began, I am the proprietor of the house 
which you deigned to honor with your presence. 

In early life I was left an orphan ; and my guardian, who was 
a very astute man, deemed that my life would be most profit- 
able to myself and the world if I aspired to a rank above that in 
which I was born. 

What was your birth ? inquired the Boss. 

My father, said the swarthy man, was a dealer in spirituous 
drinks. Itis an honorable calling, but the prejudices of my 
guardian led him to believe that a learned profession was more 
honorable still. So I was sent to what is called a college, and 
after that to a medical school, where I devoted myself to the cur- 
riculum with laudable assiduity. 

What does that mean ? asked the Boss sternly. 

I studied my level best, answered the swarthy man. I 
graduated with credit, he continued, and applied to my guar- 
dian for a statement of my accounts. He promised to give me 
one on the following day. But the next morning he was not, 
neither was my property. Thrown upon my professional re- 
sources, I hired an office and waited for patients. None came, 
in spite of the fact that I was provided with the best credentials. 
I endeavored to find some humbler employment ; but I was in- 
formed that I had chosen my career, and that I was too old to 
begin a new one. My landlady lost patience—— 

Was she, too, a physician ? asked the Boss. 

She was not. She was a widow. She turned me out of 
doors and retained my trunk. I was about to put anend to my 
sorrows, when I was accosted by a man who asked me if I was 
up to snuff. I replied that I should smile. The result of our inter- 
view was that I took my stand behind a bar, and there mixed for 
such persons as he brought to me certain potations, in regard to 
which my science enabled me to assure him that a limited amount 
would deprive the drinkers of all self-control. I may add that 
this took place on an election day. 

Was your friend a Coroner ? asked the Boss. 

He was. He still is.* 

’Tis well, said the Boss, with his beautiful smile. 








A certain Coroner is said, by tradition, to have been a faithful henchman 
of the Boss. 


In consequence of my services, continued the swarthy man, 
I received an appointment at the Quarantine Hospital. I be- 
lieved my fortune made. But alas! the folly of youth is great ! 
You must know that for each vaccination the doctors at Quaran- 
tine received a certain sum, to be expended in the purchase of 
virus. Now the virus of commerce was costly enough to swal- 
low up the whole sum, so I thought it but just to myself to in- 
vent a new sort, which enabled meto economize my perqui- 
sites, and which caused as much discomfort as the real thing. 
But one fatal day a ship arrived, and declared that a member of 
the crew had died during the passage. Full of zeal, I thereupon 
vaccinated the whole ship’s company, to the number of five hun- 
dred and fifty-seven. Of,these, three men, a servant maid and a 
negro baby sickened and died. In spite of this absurdly small 
percentage of casualty, certain meddlesome philanthropists in- 
sisted upon investigating the case. And when it transpired that the 
member of the crew who had died during the passage had been 
lost overboard, my precautions for the preservation of the public 
health were declared excessive. Nay, those were not wanting 
who described them as corrupt.* I was cruelly discharged, and 
left once more at the mercy of the world. 

As I entered the city with a sinking heart, I observed an ele- 
gant equipage drawn by six milk-white horses ; and on inquiring 
to whom it belonged, I was informed that it was the property of 
the great African doctor. Rumor 
said that like me he had vainly 
tried to practice medicine in the 
vulgar way, but that when he 
had blackened his face, and 
begun to sell drugs by the gross, 
he had prospered exceedingly. 
Go to, said I,1 will do like- 
wise. So, having darkened my 
complexion with a certain juice 
and allowed my hair, which is 
straight and black, to grow 
long, I boldly hired a suite of 
parlors in a conspicuous part of 
the city, and announced myself 
to the people of New York as 
the world-famed Indian Chir- 
opodist. From that moment the 
scale of my fortune turned. 
I know the secrets of half the 
pretty feet of Manhattan. I 
have operated on the landlady who retained my trunk. She 
now uses crutches. And, having entered into secret partner- 
ship with certain makers of shoes, I have been blest with a 
steadily increasing practice. So great has been my prosperity 
that, in spite of tastes which I cannot cal] frugal, I have 
saved money. And by way of combining a safe investment with 
the love of society for which I have always been renowned, I fit- 
ted up and opened the splendid club-house, in which I had the 
honor, which shall be my pride until my dying day, of receiving 
your august visit. 





THE INDIAN CHIROPODIST. 


A story comes from a Maine village to the effect 
that when a kindly neighbor called on Mrs. Bluff and 
spoke of the sorrow she felt to hear of the loss of the 
youngest of Mrs. B.’s twelve daughters:—“ Wall,” said 
Mrs. B., “I don’t feel so terrible bad ; fer’t seems ter 
me more like a weedin’ out of ’em.” 


Cuoosinc His Time.—A clever fellow being asked 
how he managed to sit out the five acts of a cer- 
tain antique tragedy now being performed at a New 
York theatre, replied : “I came in and took my seat 
between every act, and smoked my cigar outside the 
rest of the time. First-rate orchestra, you know, and 
I enjoyed myself first-rate !” 

*A shibboleth of philantrophy. Philanthropy was a disorder formerly rife 


in America among people who had so few affairs of their own to look after that 
they busied themselves with the affairs of others. 





THE INFLUENCE OF MATTER OVER MIND. 


I HAVE COME TO HORSEWHIP THE EDITOR OF 
THIS PAPER, SIR—WHERE WILL I FIND HIM? 


I AM THE EDITOR, SiR. WON’T YOU PLEASE 
STEP INTO THE MAIN OFFICE WHERE YOU WILL 
HAVE MORE ROOM FOR IT ? 





PUTTING UP A JOB ON THOMAS JEFFERSON. 


H ERE is a tale that comes to us from Washington. 

The late Thomas Jefferson, having neglected to make 
suitable provisions for the construction of a trophy over his bones, 
Congress lately took the matter in hand and passed a bill appro- 
priating a sum of money for the decoration of the burial-place at 
Monticello, and for a monument. 

The Chief of Engineers was entrusted to carry out the proposed 
improvements, and he directed an officer of his department to 
make suitable designs. This gentleman, after duly casting about 
in his mind, devised an iron fence of great beauty to enclose the 
lot, and then paused to consider what would be a proper stone. 

Upon investigation he discovered that there was no design so 
prevalent over the departed as a cross ; and seeking something 
further, and more especially commemorative of the iudividual, he 
got from a memoir of the second president the Jefferson coat of 
arms. Combining these two emblems, he produced a design of 
merit, which was favorably regarded by the head of his depart- 
ment, who submitted it for approval to the Secretary of State. 
Mr. Frelinghuysen viewed it only to admire, and, as a matter of 
courtesy, sent it to New York to be further approved by the 
owner of the Monticello property. 

But this last gentleman happens to be of the Jewish faith and 
race, and when he observed the cross in the design, he packed 
his portmanteau, and went to Washington the shortest way. 


‘It is as distinctly a matter of history,” he is reported to have 
said, ‘‘ that Mr. Jefferson was zo¢ a Christian and that he was a 
democrat,” and he proceeded to demonstrate the wonderful im- 
propriety of the design that had been submitted. 

But the Secretary of State is no chicken; and he knew what 
was due to Mr. Jefferson as a respectable gentleman. And ac- 
cordingly we are informed that a cross and a coronet are to give 
an exemplary tone to Thomas Jefferson’s grave. 


IN the list of vice-presidents of the late Cooper Institute meet- 
ing, we were surprised not to find the name of an eminent 
protectionist, whose specialty is se/f-protection and whose able 
discourse on that subject before Justice Gardner was widely pub- 
lished in the newspapers. 


How was it that the venerable Peter Cooper was not supported 
by Mr. James Mace? 





THERE is seldom a dispute so great that a table-cloth will not 
cover it. 


THE Ottoman Empire is supposed to be~so called for being so 
frequently sat upon. 























HE SILVER KING is a melodrama, with a motive and one 
strong situation, and about all that can be said in its favor 
is that the motive is not solely the exhibition of novel scenic 
effects, and that the situation does not depend for its success on 
stage carpentry and elaborate mechanism. For the authors seem 
to have been so delighted with their one situation as to be willing 
to fill up the rest of the play with commonplace dialogue and 
trivial expedients. Fortunately for the play, it is in strong hands. 
Tearle, whatever captious critics may say, acts with force and 
judgment, although badly handicapped by the low comedy part 
in the fourth act. Rose Coghlan always enlists the sympathies of 
the audience. Gilbert met with an ovation on the first night, and 
so did the scene painter. 

SERGE PANINE did not pan out to the eminent satisfaction of 
Mr. Daly and has already been takenoff. Mr. Serge Panine is a 
young gentleman, who dares to stand up against his mother-in- 
law, and gets shot in the last act. The only wonder is that it 
didn’t kill him before. He also does other things that are not 
nice; gambles away his wife’s fortune, makes love to his friend’s 
wife, and engages in vast swindling schemes. And this sinister, 
cynical, penny-dreadful part was given to John Drew, a clever 
young actor, who struggled hard with his lines, but failed to draw. 
With such erratic ideas of casting his company, it’s a wonder Mr. 
Daly has not foundered long ago. 

THE Wisdom of Solomon, the efforts of Stephen, the com- 
bined exertions of the Cast, and the energy of McCaull, have all 
failed to work up a success for VIRGINIA, which is already begin- 
ning to pall on the bijou audiences that find themselves nightly 
in the Bijou Opera House. 

ANNIE PIXLEY has been rollicking through two weeks of 
‘* M’liss,” at the Grand Opera House, and on Monday débuted in 
a new play, ‘‘ Zara.” Zara turns out to be M’liss, with a change 
of scene and costume. There is no particular reason why one 
play should not be as successful as the other. 

“THE QUEEN’s LACE HANDKERCHIEF” still waves at the 
Casino. On Friday a souvenir of a lace handkerchief was given 
to each lady, to celebrate the tooth performance of the opera— 
not consecutive, nor in New York, however. 

THERE is a promise of much music not down in the score, when 
McCaull, at the Bijou, and Duff, at the Standard, bring out their 
rival version of “Heart and Hand.” As Carleton, Duff’s prize 
plum, comes to the Bijou, it looks as if the latter would have to 
sing for his baritone. 

POINTDEXTER NIsBs. 


SUGGESTED solution of the boating difficulties be- 
tween Harvard and Yale:—A modified form of trial 
by combat, viz.: that eight men from each college row 
a boat race. 


James ALBERT ADONIS VAN SLIM 
Loved Sappho Jerusha McKim ; 
He rushed to repeat 
At his fair idol’s feet 
The thoughts she inspired in him. 





But he told his affection so ill, 
That she thought he had come with a bill. 
He took her by surprise, 
She took him ’twixt the eyes— 
He'll return when the days are less chill. 


“THE death of Gustave Doré reminds us of a’story 

that we once heard. It may not be true,—but 
truth is the last thing we demand in stories. Indeed, 
as a young woman, aged four, endeavored to explain 
to us the other day, to speak of a true story is to con- 
tradict yourself in terms. 

A clever American was at a great public dinner in 
London. Next to him sat a small Frenchman, who 
chatted away with true Gallic vivacity. Towards the 
end of the evening, the conversation turned upon Wil- 
liam Blake, whom the American admired to a degree 
which the Frenchman thought excessive. A flood of 
minute criticism poured out then ; and at last came the 
grand climax—“Enjin, Monsieur, c’ était un Doré man- 
gué.” Waving delivered himself of this opinion, the 


Frenchman arose and bowed, and went out of the 
room. 

“Who was my friend?” asked the American of his 
remaining neighbors. 

“Gustave Doré,” was the answer. 
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DESIGN. 


Now that quinine is to be 
placed upon the free list, it 
is a good time for the World 
to cease using V and V in 
connection with the editor of 
the Zimes. 


AnD for Mr. Bergh to go 
to Florida, and let Mace and 
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EXECUTION. 


MAXIMS MADE ON 
BUSINESS PRINCIPLES. 


ALK forever about the 
hard times that the poor 
relation may not annoy you. 


Marry rich, but not too 
early—the man who sees the 
world is the man without a 





the Maori dispute in New 
York. 


AnpD for the Springfield 
Republican to observe that 
all is not brass that shines. 


AnD for the Evening Post 
to regard less sternly the 
frequent Southern Homicide. 


AnD for The Sun to hope 
that the Philadelphia Pud/ic 
Ledger will choose happier 
themes for its poems. 





wife. 


HE who can make'the best 
bargain is the greatest States- 
man. 


A PEw in a church is a 
good business investment. 


A CLEAR brain is of little 
practical value without an 


elastic conscience. 
i: « @. 


DIVERSION. 











ONE FOR HOMCOPATHY. 





PROPOS of the “War of the Pathies,” it is 
stated that a party of American gentlemen re- 
cently made the ascent of Mount Vesuvius, and, while 
standing upon the very brink of the crater, were star- 
tled by a sudden violent agitation of the mountain, 
presaging an immediate eruption. In a moment more 
the spot upon which they stood might be swept by a 


torrent of burning lava! What was to be done? Re- 
treat was useless, for the fiery flood would be sure to 
overtake and overwhelm them! Among the party was 
Dr. Belladona, of New Jersey, who proved himself 
equal to the emergency. Bravely taking from his 
pocket a little vial of aconite pills, he dropped them, 
one after another into the mouth of. the crater. In a 
few moments the agitation ceased, and since that time 
the mountain has been as silent as the grave! 
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THE 
MUTUAL LIFE 
INSURANCE 
COMPANY 
OF 
NEW YORK. 





Pres. 


F. S. Winston, 





No. 144 BROADWAY, 


New YOoOrRK. 





OuR SOUR 
Mash WHISKIES 


“OLD CROW” and “ MAYFIELD.” 


ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD AND ABSOLUTELY 
PURE. SOLD TO FAMILIES FROM OUR STORES, AT 


FROM $3.50 TO $9.00 PER GAL., OR TO THE TRADE 
FROM U. S, INTERNAL REVENUE WAREHOUSES. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 


69 Fulton St., and 1158 Broadway, N. Y. 
ESTABLISHED 1853. 


A. G. HEMINWAY. TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & Co., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New YorK. 


IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Sapremene and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator, Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 











GRADY & McKEEVER, 





ili. 





meee, | W-& J.SLOANE, 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers of 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw YorK. 


““ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 BRoADWaAy (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. 





THE “ WILSONIA” IMPROVED. 


FERRIC ODYLINE 


CURATIVE GARMENTS. 








AN HONEST OFFER 
BY WILLIAM WILSON, THE INVENTOR OF 
‘**WILSONIA.” 


837, 839 & 841. BRoaDway, NEw York. 





For more than two years WM. WILSON’S MAGNETIC 
APPLIANCES have been used by the sick and afflicted in 
every State inthe Union, But it is only within the last six 
months that we have been able to ascertain the proportion 
of cures effected, including Paralysis, in its varions forms, 
Asthma, and other forms of diseases. he cures have 
been ABOUT NINETY-FIVE IN EACH ONE HUN- 
DRED CASES TREATED. With this experience we 
feel warranted in offering to each purchaser a 


WRITTEN GUARANTEE 


to return the amount in full if a cure is not effected within a 
iven time. When this REFUND is requested, the PA- 
IENT will only have to make an AFFIDAVIT (on 

forms supplied with guarantee) that he has worn the 

APPLIANCES as directed and for the specified time. In 

making this offer we are consulting our own interests. 

Thousands of persons in moderate circumstances have 

stated their willingness to try our treatment if a cure were 

guaranteed. They said: ‘‘ We would give twice the amount 
you ask if we were certain we would be cured, but we can- 
not afford to lose the money if we were not.”’ 


CAUTION. : 

Wm, WILson cannot be seen anywhere: 

: else than at : 
: 837, 839 and 841 Broadway. 


80 COURT STREET, BROOKLYN. 


We require from each person a brief statement of his 
case, giving Symptoms, etc., and Age, so that we may be 
able to advise him what appliances are needed to effect a cure. 


SEND FOR PRICE-LISTS 


FERRIC ODYLINE CO., 


837, 839 & 84x Broapway, N. W. cor. THIRTEENTH Sr. 











Ferric Odyline Insoles, price <0 and 75 cents per pair. 
Chemists, Physicians and Electricians should examine 
Ferric Odyline garments, and compare them with what is 





the city, 


ARTISTIC 


Carpetings. 


NOVELTIES IN 


Axminster, 
Wilton, 


Tapestry. 


ANCIENT. AND MODERN 


Brussels 


Oriental Rugs & Embroideries, 





BROADWAY AND NINETEENTH ST., 
New York. 


Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

elars for a retail 

box, by express, of the t Candies in the world, put 


up in handsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison Sr., Cuicaco. 


CAVANAGH, SANFORD & CO., 


Merchant Tailors and Importers, 
16 West 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw YorK. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 








NINTH SEASON. 


Spring House, 
Richfield Springs, 


Open from June 17th to Oct. rst. 


Its well known standard of excellence 
will be fully maintained. 


T. -R. PROCTOR. 





offered elsewhere. 
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‘THE EoQuiTABLE 


LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, - - - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABLE, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, rst Vice-Pres’t. 
SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t, 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 





POLLOCK & BIXBY, 
BANKERS and BROKERS, No. 25 Nassau St., N. Y 
All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 


ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM ee” Member of N.Y. Stock Exchange. 
ANDREW J. BIXB 


a 


A New Illustrated Weekly, 


Humorous, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 


ISSUED EVERY THURSDA Y. 





“We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 


seems to have been born grown up; 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty thousand 
readers in this town.’”’-—T7he Sun. 





AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALDEN, author of ‘* The Moral Pirates.” W. H. 
BisHop, author ‘of ** The House of the Merchant Prince.” 
Ie CHEEVER Goopwin, author of ** Evangeline.” RoBERT 
Grant, author of “ Confessions of a Frivolous Girl.” A. 
A. Hayes, author of ‘‘A Symposium on the Chinese 
Word. ” G. T. Lanican, author of ** Fables out of the 

orld.” G. P. LaTurop, author of ‘*An Echo of Pas- 
sion.” J.B. MaTTHEws, author of * French Dramatists. # 
H.G. Paine, author of * Allon a Summer's Day.” ARTHUR 
PENN, author of ‘‘ The Rhymester.” J.S., of Darz, au- 
thor of “ Guerndale.”” F. SHERMAN, author of “Her 
Portrait by Saron J , J WHEELWRIGHT, author of 
** Rollo in Cambri ge.’ 


ARTISTS. 


F. G. ATTWOOD, J. A. MITCHELL, 


CHAS. KENDRICK, GRAY PARKER, 
H. W. McVICKAR, W. H. Hype, 
And many others. 


Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage prepaid. 
10 Cents Copy. 


Address, 


Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 
NEW YORK 


it is workmanlike in | 








The Critic. 


A Weekly Review of 


The Fine Arrts, 
Science, Music, The Drama. 


Literature, 


EpitTors, - - - - J. L.&J. B. GILDER. 





“* The first literarv Journal in America. 
Lis specialty is short reviews and many of 
them ; but we do not observe that quality ts 
sacri ficed.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 

“ THE CRITIC has become a positive and in- 
dispensable part of American literature.” — 
SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

“THE CRITIC has made itself known in 
America by the independence and ability of 
its utterances.”—NOTES AND QUERIES. 

“At the head of the critical Fournals of 
this country.” —BOSTON Post. 





For sale at all news stands. Single Copies, 
Io cts.; $3.50 per year, in advance. To 
Teachers and Clergymen, $3.00. Remit only 
by post-office order, express order, 
letter or check. Address, 


The Critic, 


30 Lafayette Place, New York. 


AMES PYLE 


registered 











PEARLIN 


washing easy, in hard or soft water, without 





best thing ever invented to make 


harm to fabric or hands. Requires no soap, and 
does the work much better. No family should 


be without it, but see that vile imitations are not 


pushed upon you. 


PEARLINE always bears the name of 


James Pyte, New York. 


Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 








Artistic Presents. 


MEssrs. M. KNOEDLER & CO. invite 
attention to their fine collection of 


Modern Oil Paintings, 
Water Color Drawings, 
Engravings, 


and other art products suitable for 
Holiday presents. 





The list of paintings comprises the 
works of all the best known artists of 
the day. 


Goupit GALLERY, 
170 5th Ave., Cor. of 22d St. 


OPEN EVENINGS. 


FSTERBROOK °rens 


PENS 








Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN Co., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York, 





FAIRBANKS’ 


STANDARD 


SCALES. 





PRINCIPAL WAREHOUSE, 


FAIRBANKS & CO. 
NEW YORK. 




















